AFTER   EVEREST
of the Heretics, who seemed to be wallowing in an intel-
lectual nowhere, I found some forty or fifty undergrads—
healthy, sporting, normal human beings—praying as though
they really meant it. I had considered that prayer-meet-
ings were things which old women went to. Yet here
were young men, obviously sincere, praying and expecting
answers, talking to God in a business-like way, not like the
parsons in church.
When it happened, I do not know, but I do know that
within a few weeks my whole life was changed. I would,
I told myself, live in future for God and for man's sake;
I would try to put self and self's poor ambitions in a very
secondary place. I became for a time a passionate evangel-
ical. My new-found Christian friends wisely saw that if I
was to start on a new life I must make a break with the
old, and it was not long before I was preaching, with
shaking knees and beating heart, at an open-air meeting
in Cambridge market-place. Several of my late boon-
companions were in the audience. I always wonder what
they thought and said when they discovered that their
quondam friend had " got religion, and got it bad." But
this first open-air meeting was another real turning-point
in my history. It did me a lot of good ; it made a drastic
separation from the past; but I know now that it was
not the way to carry my friends with me. Instead of
having any helpful influence over them, I simply passed on
to another " set/' and dropped them.
During the next two or three years I was an out-and-
out revivalist. My theology, so recently heretical, became
completely and rigidly evangelical. It included the verbal
inspiration of the Bible and an idea of Atonement based
on an angry and most unChristian God, together with
several other beliefs which I have since felt to be of the
nature of superstitions rather than spiritual truths. I am
now conscious that this period of my life represented
the sowing of a kind of spiritual wild oats, an alter-
native—and no doubt a desirable alternative—to the
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